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The Snake That Exploded 


A sick girl, a dead snake, and a 
tractor. What could they possibly have to 
do with one another? 

First, Alice, the girl, got sick, and no one 
could find out what was the matter with 
her. Then Barry Peterson, in the dark, 
stepped on a huge taipan—one of the dead- 
liest snakes in Australia—and it reared up 
and struck at his face. It missed. Barry’s 
father killed it, and Pastor W. H. Turner 
put it in a bottle so he could show it to 
visitors. Finally, a tractor slipped off a 
truck onto Pastor Turner’s chest, knocking 
him unconscious for a week. 

The three events didn’t seem to have any- 
thing to do with one another. But the witch 
doctor said they did! 

While Pastor Turner was still uncon- 
scious, the snake began to swell up inside 
the bottle. Of course, that was because Pas- 
























tor Turner had not put in sufficient pre- 
serving fluid. His friends noticed that un- 
usually large numbers of natives were visit- 
ing the mission to stare at the snake in the 
bottle. Why, they wondered? 

Then they heard that the witch doctor 
said he had pumped a hair and a pin out 
of Alice’s stomach, and this, he said, proved 
that an enemy was trying to kill the girl. 

The witch doctor said he had then cast 
a devil out of Alice, and it had gone into 
the snake, and the snake had then set ou 
to find the enemy and kill him. It was on 
its way when Barry stepped on it. Now 
Pastor Turner had put it in a bottle where 
people could stare at it, the devil was angry, 
and had made the tractor fall on the mis- 
sionary. 

“Mark my words,” said the witch doctor, 
“if the swelling in that snake bursts, Pastor 
Turner will die. If he hopes to live, he must 
bury the snake.” 

It was almost certain the snake would 
burst. Already the cork in the bottle was 
rising. And it was almost certain, too, that 
Pastor Turner would die. And if those two 
things happened, the heathen natives would 
be sure the evil spirits were stronger than 
the God of heaven. 

So the Adventists prayed—and left the 
snake in the bottle. The bulge grew! 

And one day the ministers prayed over 
Pastor Turner and anointed him. 

The very next day the bulge in the snake 
exploded—and all the natives heard about 
it! 

That very day Pastor Turner began to 
get better! 

Weeks later, when he was well enough, 
he carried the bottled snake in triumph into 
the church and set it on the organ for every- 
one to see. The church was full, and when 
Pastor Turner had finished his sermon he 
asked the congregation how many believed 
that his experience proved that the God of 
heaven was stronger than the evil spirits. 

Everyone stood, even a witch doctor who 
happened to be present! 

Oh, yes, never doubt it. Our God always 
causes us to triumph over the devil and all 
his power. 


Your friend, 


a Waxes 





Vernon's Timely Visit 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


prea was glad that this was the 
afternoon he was supposed to visit Mrs. 
Williams. About a month before, his Boy 
Scout troop had decided to call on as many 
of the shut-ins as possible. 

And Mrs. Williams certainly was a 
shut-in! She could hardly walk, and spent 
most of her time in a wheel chair. No one 
lived with her except a housekeeper, and 
she was gone much of the time. 

But she was always so happy to have 


someone come to visit her that the boys 
loved to go to her house. 

This afternoon Vernon stopped at his 
own house long enough to get permission 
from his mother, and then lingered a mo- 
ment more to pick some flowers for the 
old lady. 

Had he known what he was to find at 
Mrs. Williams’ house, he would never have 
taken the time to stop and pick that bouquet! 

To page 20 


Vernon leaned against the back door and pushed with all his might. He had to save Mrs. Williams. 
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BETTY FILLS A NEED 


By MRS. JOHN 


gerry hated to practice, especially now 
that it was summer vacation. It was so 
tiresome sitting on the piano bench for a 
whole hour just counting one—two—three, 
one—two—three, when all the rest of the 
gitls were outside playing. 

And the clock on the piano went so 
slowly! Twenty minutes had passed, but 
Betty felt it was at least two hours. And 
she had to sit there another forty minutes. 

One-two-three, one-two-three, major in 
C, minor in A, up and down the scales, 
chords in C, chords in G, tonic, harmonic, 
subdominant 

“Oh, I don’t care if I mever learn to 
play,” Betty exploded as she banged out a 
dominant seventh. “I hate to practice!” 

She slammed her music book, glanced 
up at the clock, and ran outside. It was so 
much more fun out there. 

A car drove up and stopped at-the curb. 
It was Uncle Leroy and Aunty Vi. 

“We thought perhaps you would like to 
spend a part of your vacation with us,” 
said Aunty Vi, as Betty welcomed them 
into the house. 

“Oh, I'd love to!” beamed Betty. “Then 
I won't have to practice!” 

“I have often wished I had a piano,” 
said Aunty Vi thoughtfully, “because I 
would like to learn to play. So many times 
there has been a need—but I have never 
learned, and I cannot fill that need.” 





F. UNDERHILL 


Uncle Leroy and Aunty Vi couldn’t stay 
long, so Betty excitedly gathered her things 
together while Mother talked to them and 
set out a little lunch. 

“Good-by, old piano,” Betty whispered 
as she left the house. “No more scales or 
chords for two whole weeks! What bliss!” 

It was a pleasant ride. Betty chatted 
gaily about so many things as they rode 
along. It was evening when they arrived 
at Uncle Leroy’s, so Betty helped Aunty Vi 
get supper, for they were very hungry. 

“There will be a meeting over at the 
Smiths’ tonight,” announced Uncle Leroy. 
“Would you like to go with us, Betty? 
I think you will remember the Smiths.” 

“Oh, yes,” said Betty. “I remember when 
we went there to sing. Will we have time 
to wash the, dishes first?” 

Uncle Leroy did the necessary chores 
while Betty and Aunty Vi washed the 
dishes. Soon they were ushered into the 
cheerful parlor at the Smith home, where 
many friends had gathered for the evening 
service. 

Betty sat next to the piano. She recalled 


sitting on that same chair when she was Se 


there before. Aunty Vi sat on the sofa near 
her. Soon the minister came in, carrying 
his songbook and his much-worn Bible. 
He shook hands with Betty, and welcomed 
her into the little circle of friends. She 
liked him; he seemed so in earnest as he 
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greeted everyone. Then the meeting began. 

“We will turn to No. 17 to open our 
service this evening,’ announced the min- 
ister. “I notice that our pianist is absent 
tonight. I wonder—is there someone here 
who would volunteer to play?” 

There was silence. People looked at one 
another, but no one seemed to respond. 
Aunty Vi leaned down and whispered to 
Betty, “Can you play No. 17, dear?” 

Betty turned to the page, looked at the 

@:: for a few seconds, then shook her 
ead. “No, Aunty Vi. I'm sorry.” 

Someone started the song. Even though 
it was pitched too high, everybody tried to 
sing. Through the four long stanzas they 
sang; it was the meaning of the words, and 
not the melody, that appealed to them. 

After prayer another song was announced, 
No. 124. 

Betty turned to it. Why, it was one of 
her favorites—she had even played it that 
morning, because it had chords in C. She 
could play this one. Oh, if she only had the 
courage to tell the minister! If she only 


dared to tell Aunty Vi! She would like to 
play it for them to sing—they had tried to 
sing the other one without the piano, but 
how much nicer this one would sound with 
the chords—they were simple tonic, sub- 
dominant 

“You can play this one, can’t you, dear?” 
whispered Aunty Vi, noticing Betty’s eager- 
ness. 

Betty nodded. Aunty Vi told the min- 
ister, who seemed so glad to have someone 
play for them. 

Betty felt extremely bashful as she played 
the first few measures—she knew the peo- 
ple were all looking at her. But when 
they began to sing—oh, what a thrill of 
joy she felt! She was helping them. And 
how they loved to sing! This must be what 
Aunty Vi meant when she wished she 
could play—so many times there was a 
need. 

When the song ended, the minister 
thanked Betty very gratefully. Then he be- 
gan his evening talk. His subject was Serv- 

To page 21 





As the people began to sing, Betty suddenly stopped being nervous. “This is fun!” she thought. 
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JACK’S ADVENTURE @ 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER FIVE: "HAVE A CIGARETTE!" 








WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE 


When school was about to close, Jack had hoped 
to find something exciting to do during the summer 
vacation. A friend had almost talked him into sneak- 
ing off to Texas with him. But at the last moment 
Pastor Armstrong had spoken in the academy chapel 
and had told the students how interesting it was to 
sell Adventist books. Jack had decided promptly that 
this was what he was going to do—provided Mother 
and Dad gave their permission. Though he was only 
fourteen, they said he could go, and with three other 
boys he set forth. They found a room in the city of 
Carthage, divided up the county among them, and 
began to work. Jack has already had many thrilling 
experiences, and he thinks he has things pretty well 
under control. But there are problems ahead that he 
has not anticipated. 


D° YOU smoke, young man?” asked Mr. 
Hightower as he began filling his corn- 
cob pipe, which had enough smell in it to 
fill a room. 

“No, sir,’ was Jack’s courteous answer. 

“Some people say that smokin’ will kill 
a feller,” he drawled out while striking a 
match on the bottom of his shoe. “All I 
have ter say ter that is hit takes a right 
smart long time ter do hit.” After taking 
a few slow draws to get a light, he con- 
tinued, “I’ve been asmokin’ goin’ on forty 
year, and it hain’t killed me yet. I am 


>” 


fifty year old this July acomin’. 
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This put Jack’s thinker to working over- 
time again. He did not see how a man could 
live to be fifty years old and be a smoker. 
If tobacco was as harmful to a person as 
he had been told, why hadn’t this man 
died of tuberculosis and cancer and heart 
failure years ago? Jack believed that his 
parents and his teachers were sincere in 
their ideas regarding smoking, but what 
could they say about his man? 

Friday afternoon found Jack at the bus 
station ready to go to his headquarters. 
Jack’s eyes opened wide as a handsome 
young man walked into the waiting room. 
How he wished he had that man’s muscle. 
Jack had always been proud of his strength. 
Every boy at school had felt his muscle 
weekly; even the teacher had been urged 
to examine it a few times. But here was a 
real man. If he had just half as good a muscle, 
he could knock a billy goat over, and could 
take Robert in one hand and George in 
the other and make them bump their he 
together. How delighted he was to fi 
that this big “Samson” was the driver of 
his bus. 

“Do you have an extra cigarette, young 
man?” the driver asked Jack, after they had 
started. 

“No, I—er—I do not believe I have,” 
he stammered. 

“Well, I must get a ‘pack’ before we 























leave town then,” the big man said. “I 
couldn’t make it to the next city without 
a smoke.” 

This was something new for Jack to 
think about. “How long will it take us to 
make the trip?” he inquired. 

“About an hour and a half.” 

Jack’s opinion of his strong hero dropped 
considerably. Could it be possible that 
this great big “Goliath” was, after all, such 
a weak baby that he could not go an 

r and a half without sucking a cigarette? 

the next corner the big man bought a 
package and offered one to Jack. He re- 
fused. About fifteen minutes later the bus 
driver lighted another cigarette and offered 
another one to Jack. His refusal this time 
aroused the driver’s curiosity. 

“Don’t you smoke?” he asked. 

“No, sir.” 

“Have you ever smoked?” 

“Never had one in my mouth,” Jack an- 
swered. 

“Oh, I would give all the money I ever 
made in this world to be able to say that.” 

The tone of voice, the look of despair 
on the young man’s face, caused Jack to 
think still less of his friend’s true strength. 

“The doctors say this cigarette habit is 
killing me.” 


“We boys began smoking when we were about 
arette. “I sure felt some 








“Why don’t you give it up?” Jack asked 
in surprise. 

“I can't,” was the hopeless reply. “I have 
been under the care of the doctors now 
for four years, and they can’t do a thing 
for me.” 

By this time Jack’s admiration had turned 
into pity for the big weakling. Here he 
was twelve years younger, yet he was able 
to make the journey without a smoke, he 
was not under the care of the doctors, he 
was not on the road to the grave, he had 
no habit that he could not give up. 

“I was about ten years old,” the driver be- 
gan, “when three of us boys thought we 
must smoke if we expected to be ‘men.’ 
We argued that the best men in town 
used tobacco, that our fathers used it, and 
that the preacher smoked a little. If it was 
good enough for them, it certainly would 
be no harm for us. I really thought I was 
some duck when I went strutting down the 
street with a cigarette in my mouth. Oh, 
if now I could recall it all! But no one told 
me it was wrong, no one told me it would 
sap my life away, make a slave of me.” 
By this time a look of terror was on his 
white face. 

“What has become of the other boys 
that started with you?” Jack inquired, hop- 


ten,” the bus driver said, offering Jack a cig- 
duck the first time | strutted down the street with a cigarette.” 





ing to get his mind away from himself. 

“One boy died of pneumonia last winter. 
The doctor said that if his lungs had not 
been so weakened from smoking, he could 
have pulled through. The other boy is not 
in so bad a shape as I am. He seems to 
be as well as usual and keeps going all the 
time, but it is inconvenient for him at times. 
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CONQUERED 


By MARY GUSTAFSON 


It isn't always how well we can play, 
Or how fast we can run in a game; 

It isn't how much of a thrower we are 
That leads us to glory and fame. 


It's the way that we follow the rule that 
counts; 
The way we obey with a grin 
When Mother calls, "It's time for work!" 
And we come cheerfully in. 


When we learn to master our natural will 
By living the way we should, 

Then we have conquered the way of life 
And have learned to obey the good. 


ee 


Last summer he and I went out to St. 
Paul’s- Island for a ten-day fishing trip. We 
had been there only five days when he told 
me he had to go back home. I couldn't un- 
derstand why, since we had plenty of 
food and everything for ten days, and I 
knew that nothing appealed to him as 
much as fishing. He was a great sport, and 
fishing was his hobby. But nothing that I 
could gay. or do.could keep him there. What 
do you think was the matter? He had given 
out of cigarettes and just had to go back to 
tewn for some.” 

As these -words were still on his lips, a 
large billboard appeared in sight, with the 
words, “I would walk a mile for a Camel.” 
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Jack and the bus driver caught each other's 
eye at the same time. Apparently they had 
the same thoughts come to their minds. 
The faint smile on the bus driver's face soon 
withered into a look of despair when he 
added, “Well, I am here to tell you that 
poor Fred walked more than a mile for his 
Camels. He would have walked through 
fire and water to get them.” 

This did not sound very good to Jack. 
Instead of being something to make a 
“man” out of a boy, it seemed to mak 
slave out of a man. For what else wo 4 
cause a man to leave his sport and tramp 
for miles through the hot sun? 

Soon the bus rolled into the station and 
Jack bade his new friend good-by. In spite 
of all this, the question kept bobbing up in 
his mind about Mr. Hightower and his long 
life. As.soon as the other boys came in, 
Jack asked them to explain the thing to 
him. 

“Just last week,” Frank began, “I saw an 
interesting story in the paper about a 
whaler whose ship was off the coast of Ire- 
land. He, together with several other men, 
had sighted a huge whale. They got into 
their rowboat and started after him. By the - 
whale’s struggles after he had been har- 
pooned, the boat was capsized. Of course 
the men began swimming toward the big 
ship. This man was swimming along calmly 
when, to his amazement and horror, he saw 
a pink sky above him, then all became dark 
and slimy and nauseating. He had been 
swallowed alive by that whale. Terror 
seized him, since he knew the other men 
could not help him, and they were far 
from the main vessel. He knew that whale 
would drift merrily away and digest him in 
some favorite ‘nook.’ He thought of his 
home, his wife, his littlk—he knew no 
more. 

“But more men came from the big ship 
and succeeded in capturing the whale. Im- 
agine their surprise when they opened the 
whale’s stomach and found their missing 
man. Still greater was their surprise wh 
they discovered that he was yet alive. ™ 
lost no time in getting him to shore an 
to the hospital, where he remained uncon- 
scious for days. At last he was able to go 
home. He lived for many years after this. 

“Now, Jack, do you think it would be 
safe to be swallowed by a whale just be- 
cause that one man got out alive? This 


- To page 16 











“STONEWALL” JACKSON’S PROMISE 


By ALFRED K. ALLAN 


jit be happy to lend you my horse, Tom,” 
the red-cheeked young boy said cordially. 
“You have to promise me one thing though. 
Promise you'll leave the horse at the stable 
at Clarksburg so I'll be able to pick him up 
later.” 

Eighteen-year-old Thomas Jonathan Jack- 
son—who many years later earned the fa- 
mous nickname “Stonewall”—agreed to his 
friend’s terms. “You have my word. I won't 
take the horse any farther than Clarksburg.” 






















































































Jackson was on his way to catch the 
Clarksburg stagecoach that would take him 
toward the West Point Military Academy, 
where he planned to become a cadet. 

He rode hard and fast that June day in 
1842, but as fate would have it, he arrived 
at Clarksburg just a few minutes after the 
stage had left. 

“You can probably catch the stage at its 
next stop if you start riding after it right 
away,” a passer-by said to him as he stood 
dejectedly near the deserted depot. 

“I promised my friend I'd leave his horse 
here,” Jackson replied softly. 

“It'll be all right. I'll send after the horse 
later and see that it’s returned to its owner.” 

Jackson thought the idea over deeply. It 
would be easy to ride after the stage, he 
said to himself, and the 
horse would eventually be 
returned. Still, he had made 
a promise to his friend. 
For several minutes a 
powerful conflict raged in 
his mind. Then he made 
his decision. There was 
only one right thing to do. 

About an hour later a 
determined-looking young 
man, his baggage flung 
over his shoulder, started 
out on the long trek to 
catch up with the stage. 
His friend’s horse was in 
To page 21 


His baggage on his shoulder and his feet 
deep in dust, Thomas trudged wearily along 
the lonely road after he missed the stage. 
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PATHFINDERS HAVING FUN 


EVERYWHERE! ® 


ITH a cheer and a shout the girls 
were on their way, driving into the 
Idaho forests for a weekend of fun. 

Friday night each unit ate, slept, and 
cooked by themselves. The birds wakened 
the girls Sabbath morning very much ear- 
lier than usual, and then came breakfast. 
Sabbath school and church were held in 
the church bowl, and before dinner there 
was a nature hike. 

Dinner—and a rest period to let it settle, 
and after that the mystery hike. Each unit 
was given a list of clues for finding different 
kinds of flowers and trees, and many differ- 
ent ones were found. 

After evening worship there was a pro- 
gram in which each unit took part, and 
after that a corn and marshmallow roast. 

Five girls then loaded packs on their 
backs and hiked still farther into the moun- 
tains to spend the night. 

Sunday morning was crammed with fun 
—hiking, playing, wading in the moun- 
tain stream—so that the time to go came 
all too soon. 

These girls live in Caldwell, Idaho. But 
it doesn’t matter where they live, Path- 


finders have fun. In Australia, not long ago, 
the JMV’s of Port Macquarie spent a week- 
end in a forest in New South Wales. They 
called their units Koalas, Kangaroos, Deer, 
and Wallabies. 

They had church by a stream and evening 
worship beside a waterfall. Sunday they 
swam, signaled with flags, and climbed to 
a high lookout, where they could see the 
tops of eleven mountain ranges, and the 
seashore fifty miles away. Sunday night 
they had roasted corn, just like the Path- 
finders in Caldwell! 

In Hawaii there was a great Pathfinder 
fair. For weeks the Pathfinders planned and 
practiced for the big event. The Honolulu 
Japanese club decided to make a display 
showing just how a camp ought to be set 
up. They made everything small enough to 
fit on top of a table, and when they were 
finished, their model camp was complete 
to cooking pots on the fireplaces and Bibles 
on the beds. 

They had a wonderful time fixing it all 
up. Which just goes to prove that it is 
true, no matter where you live, Pathfinder 
Clubs are fun! 





Parents watch as a class of Pathfinders in New- 
castle, Australia, demonstrate how they tie knots. 


In another part of the evening’s program a Path- 
finder girl administers treatment to a “patient.” 


Two Pathfinders in Hawaii setting 
up their campsite on a table for 
display at the Pathfinder festival. 


The scale of the model is shown 
by the foot rule in the front. 
Model was about four feet long. 


Close-up of dining area reveals 
fine detailing. Note uniform, the 
various fires, and wash-up pans. 


Girls of the Caldwell Pathfinder 
Club enjoying a good meal under 
the trees in the mountains of Idaho. 


These five girls wanted more ex- 
ercise. Packs loaded, they hiked 
to a remote camp for the night. 














How | Turned Twenty-five Cents Into Thirt 


[c was an exceptionally hot day in July. 
The soft brown dust was deep on the 
roads. 

“Oh, me! What shall I do?” I asked my- 
self as I trudged home from Sabbath school 
one morning. 

We had a very good Sabbath school leader, 
and he wanted us to reach a high goal for 
Investment that particular year. And each of 
us had been given “one quarter of one dol- 
lar” to multiply as best we could before the 
end of November. 

I was not enthusiastic. The day was hot, 
and what could I do with 25 cents? I felt 
like the servant in the Bible with only one 
talent. 

One week went by, and my 25 cents lay 
on the dresser—untouched. I went to Daddy. 
He always had good ideas. As usual he had 
the answer to my problem. He suggested 
that I sell stationery and note cards until I 
had enough money to buy some baby chicks. 
The big problem was that the teacher had 
given us only 25 cents. 

We were living on the campus of an 
eastern college. There was a good-sized col- 
lege store with a friendly manager, so I took 
my problem to him. He was very under- 
standing and, no doubt, glad that I wanted 
to earn a good offering for Investment. 

For my one quarter he agreed to give me 
one box of note cards. There were twelve 
cards to a box, with drawings of different 
animals. I took my one box of cards and 
sold it for 50 cents. I bought two boxes and 
sold them, and that dollar bought four more 
boxes. My 25 cents kept multiplying until 
I had more than enough to buy fifteen baby 
chicks. They were fuzzy little golden balls, 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


By LA VONA SWEAR 


always cheeping hungrily, and I loved them. 

Our family had quite a few chickens al- 
ready. One, a special little pet hen of mine, 
was half Bantam and half Leghorn. She had 
been sitting on an empty nest for about two 
weeks, so she was more than glad to welcome 
the fifteen little yellow chicks as her own, 
and they took her as their real mother. 

When I bought the chicks I saved out 
enough money to start with my cards again. 
The babies needed food, and food costs 
money—so I trudged from house to house 
with the deep hot dust burning through the 
soles of my shoes and my heavy shopping 
bag full of cards, banging my legs as I 
walked. Sometimes I would ride my bicycle. 
The bag would have to hang on one of the 
handle bars. One day, as I was peddling along 
the road, the sack tore. 
There all over the road, 
some open and some shut, 
were my precious boxes of 
cards. 

Another day I was, I 
thought, about the tired- 
est I had ever been. I 
hadn’t sold very much and 
was just plain discouraged. 

“Why have I ever tried 
to do anything for Invest- 
ment, anyway?” I moaned. 
Then all of a sudden—trip! 
—my skirt had caught in 
the chain of my bicycle. 

Satan seemed always to 


With a rip the bag tore open, 
and all my precious boxes of 
cards scattered along the road! 


—— 











Thirty-seven Dollars 


A SWEARINGEN 


be trying to discourage me. But when I 
would get home, Mamma would cheer me 
up again. And the playful chicks always 
buoyed my spirits. 

Even when the chicks were young, it was 
hard for all of them to fit under the shelter 
of the mother’s wings. It was amusing to 
see the almost-half-grown chickens trying 
to take shelter when something, maybe a 


A 
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funny green worm, scared them. But, as my 
mother is with me, the hen was patient with 
the little ones. 

All summer I really enjoyed watching my 
quarter multiply and grow into healthy, 
lively chickens. 

All the time I was enjoying my chickens 
other Juniors were pulling weeds and hoe- 
ing in their gardens. A few times I went 
with some of those who went downtown to 
sell miscellaneous items as plastic clothes- 
pins, unshelled pecans, cookies, candy, and 
so forth. It seemed as though nearly every 
woman was doing her summer house clean- 
ing and didn’t have time for children sales- 
men. 

I felt encouraged the next day I went 
out with my cards. The Adventist people 
of our little community always seemed to 
understand, and if they didn’t have any 
money, at least they would have a few words 
of encouragement. 

And always, after a day of selling cards, 
the chickens were waiting eagerly for me 
to feed them. Let me assure you that a dozen 
growing chickens (from one cause or an- 
other three had died) can eat an enormous 












SUMMER CONCERT 
By IRENE WALKER 


Katydid sang, yes, indeed she did, 
As the shades of evening fell, 

And everywhere through the still night air 
She was trying her best to tell 

Of a concert grand that was soon to be held 
In the meadow beside the brook, 

And her friends from many a corner and crack 
Gathered into her: shady nook. 


She greeted them each with a merry chirp 
And gave them a pleasant seat. 

The musicians took out their violins 
And tuned them all to meet. 

And then Sir Owl took his place on a limb 
Where he could direct them all, 

And they all started in with one accord 
When their leader gave the call. 


You see, they were all very close to the brook, 
And from the marshy land 

The frogs joined in with their gay cornets 
To make it an ideal band. 

Then Katydid raised up her cheerful voice 
As from her seat she slid, 

“Katydid, Katy did," were the words she sang, 
“Katydid, Katy did, did, did." 


So all night long the concert went on, 
Now slow and then ever so fast; 

And it could be heard for many a mile 
Till the shades of night were past. 

“Who is that trying to sing me to sleep?" 
Said dear little Beth that night. 

"| guess it is only the crickets and frogs 
Giving concert by bright moonlight.” 
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amount of food. And no matter how much I 
fed them, it seemed they were never satisfied, 
but were always clamoring for more! 

As soon as I could make a little money, 
the food barrel would be getting low. All 
summer I kept buying food, selling cards, 
and buying more food. My chickens must 
grow big, for I knew that the larger they 
were, the more I could sell them for, and the 
greater would be my Investment offering. 

One Sabbath my Sabbath school teacher 
asked me if I would go to the senior Sab- 
bath school the next week with two or thr 
other Juniors and tell about my Invest- 
ment project. I agreed, but I was s-c-a-r-e-d! 
Sabbath morning came, and there I was 
standing on the platform, in front of a sea 
of faces. I told them how I had bought the 
chicks and how they were growing. When 
I told them how I kept sellii.g cards, buying 
food, and then selling more cards, they all 
laughed and laughed. I didn’t know why, but 
I guess I told it all so rapidly they were 
just amused. But I was one happy girl when 
it was all over, and I could go back to the 
Junior division again! 

Our enthusiastic Sabbath school leader had 
a really clever Investment offering goal de- 
vice. It was a large wood frame house 
mounted on a larger piece of heavy ply- 
wood, surrounded by a fence. Each dollar 
bill that we brought was used to shingle the 
roof. The 50-cent pieces were made into a 
little path up to the door. Dimes made good 
window sills, quarters trimmed the fence. 
Even pennies were artistically put to use in 
the building. It was interesting to watch 
the project from week to week. Just like a 
real house, it could not be built without 
money, but the money came in, a little one 
week, a little more the next. 

It was nearing the end of November. My 
chickens were nice and fat. How much 
would I be able to sell them for? I wanted 
to take a good offering. 

The Lord blessed my efforts greatly, and 
I was able to take an offering of $37—all 
from my one small quarter. i 

Our Investment house really looked pke® 
did on Investment Day. There was even 
flagpole in the yard flying a twenty-dollar 
bill. All of us Juniors decided that having 
an Investment project was really fun. Try it, 
and you'll have fun too! 





The author of this story was a student at Pacific Union 
— Preparatory School when she wrote this story.— 
DITOR. 








ARE YOU LAZY? 


By BERT RHOADS 


| wand said Daniel Webster was lazy 
because he enjoyed fishing more than 
mowing weeds, that Abraham Lincoln was 
lazy because he would rather read a book 
than hoe in the garden, that Thomas A. 
Edison was lazy because he didn’t like to 
do some things that his teachers thought 
were important. Did you ever know any 
boys like them? I read of a king who was 
called lazy because he didn’t like to herd 
geese. 

No one is lazy simply because he pre- 
fers to do some tasks rather than others. 
Lincoln could chop wood, split rails, and 
clerk in a store; but what he liked best was 
reading books, and all these other duties 
were secondary. He read the Bible, Pzl- 
grim’s Progress, Weem’s Life of Washing- 
ton, and other good books. He walked six 
miles once to borrow a grammar! 

From time out of mind people who found 






































































quicker, better, and easier ways to do 
things have been accused of being lazy or 
making other people lazy. Howe with his 
sewing machine put many women out of 
work. Fulton with his first steamboat made 
it less work for men to move freight and 
passengers. Morse with his telegraph, Edi- 
son with his electric light, McCormick with 
his reaper, Watt with his engine: all these 
men and many others made jobs easier, and 
were often accused of making people lazy. 

But that was because people didn’t know 
what it means to be lazy. 

One of my teachers of long ago ex- 
plained the meaning of the word to me 
and made it plainer than the dictionary. 
She said the world was like a great wheel- 
barrow with as many handles as there are 
people. Every person has a handle, and it is 
his business to use that handle to push 
along the whole program of the world’s 
work. The lazy persons are the strong, able 
ones who quit their handles, crawl up on 
the wheelbarrow, and let their fellows trun- 
dle them along. The laziest ones of all, 
she said, not only ride but let their feet 
drag on the ground. 

I liked my teacher's explanation. It agrees 
with the Bible, which says God has given 
to every man his work. If he doesn’t do it, 
he is lazy. 

If he finds an easier, quicker way to do 
it he isn’t lazy. He may, instead, prove to 
be a benefactor for the whole world. 

My teacher might have likened every 
home to a wheelbarrow with handles for 
Father and Mother and Susan and Bill. 
Father must work in the field, Mother must 
care for the home, and you Juniors are the 
Susans and Bills. Did you crawl up on the 
barrow today and drag your feet? Were 
you a foot-dragging rider or a pusher? 


Some people accused Abraham Lincoln of being lazy 
because he liked to read books at night by the fire. 


REVIEW PICTURES 





Jack’s Adventure 
From page 8 


man actually was swallowed by a whale and 
came out alive. But there is not a sane 
person on this earth who would allow him- 
self to become a temptation to a whale if 
he could help it. This one man of yours 
may have smoked for forty years, but no 
sensible person is going to think that that 
is what made him live that long. 

“While I was sight-seeing in St. Augus- 
tine, Florida,’ Frank continued, “I was 
taken to a hotel where John D. Rocke- 
feller used to stay for a few weeks each 
winter. I was told that he paid one hun- 
dred dollars a day for his room. Now, sup- 
pose I should say to myself, ‘Look here, 
John D. can spend that much for his room, 
and just see how much money he had left. 
I believe I shall begin spending that much 
for my hotel room, and maybe I shall have 
that much money left too.’ People would 
call me crazy, and so I would be. Now, just 
because a man smoked for forty years and 
is still living, that is no sign that I could 
live to be that old if I smoked.” 

“I believe you are right, Frank. I never 
thought of it in just that way before. I 
saw in the paper this very morning,” Jack 
added, taking up Frank’s line of argument, 
“that a man fell from a ten-story building 
and wasn’t hurt a scratch.” 

Donald, who had been listening to this 
interesting conversation, put on the finish- 
ing touches. “Now, fellows, the moral to all 
this is: Do not fall from a ten-story build- 
ing, do not tempt a whale, and do not 
smoke a cigarette.” 

Jack felt that problem was well settled. 
If any one talked to him about smoking 
again, he’d know. what to say. But it was 
only a few days after that that he found 
himself utterly speechless. He couldn’t think 
of a word to say. 

He had just finished his canvass at a house 
where a preacher was visiting. 

“Well, you did fine with your little 
speech; you seem to have it memorized 
very well,” remarked the preacher as he be- 
gan twisting his large mustache and struck 
a pose that indicated that he was about to 
overflow with some profound wisdom. 

Jack’s heart almost failed him. It had 
been no small effort on his part to get his 
cowardly legs to carry him up to that house. 
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From the road he could see the crowd of 
people there, and he had had a stiff argument 
with himself about going to the house at 
all. He could see that there was company, 
but he had had no idea that a preacher 
was among them. 

“Young man,” the preacher began at 
last, “I would like to ask you a few ques- 
tions.” 

Every eye was riveted right on Jack. He 
could just feel his thoughts slipping away 
from his mind by the handfuls. His memory 
immediately put on skates and rolled mer- 
rily away. How he wished he had gone on 
to the next house. He tried to think of 
some excuse for leaving right away, but 
his thinker was out of order. 

“What denomination puts out that 
book?” 

“Seventh-day Adventist,” Jack answered 
quickly, thankful that he was able to give 
at least one intelligent answer. 

“I thought so,” Mr. Rogers answered as 
he elevated his chest another inch. “You 
people are still living under the old Jewish 
law that was abolished nearly two thousand 
years ago.” 

Here several in the company gave a 
smothered titter, which was a source of 
great encouragement to Mr. Rogers, but 
failed to have the same effect on Jack. 
Jack opened his mouth to explain his point 
of view, but that was as far as he could 
get in his argument. 

“Hand me that Bible please, Sister Craw- 
ford,’ the minister motioned to one of the 
young ladies. “How do you explain your 
seventh-day-Sabbath doctrine in the face 
of this text in Romans 6:4: ‘For sin shall 
not have dominion over you: for ye are 
not under the law, but under grace’?” 

Jack could not even think. After what 
seemed to him a long pause, he again 
opened his mouth and uttered a sound or 
two, but that was all. 

“Your church teaches that the Ten Com- 
mandments are still binding today, doesn’t 
it?” Mr. Rogers asked. 

“Yes, sir.” At last Jack: had found his 
voice. 

“Have you ever read the positive words 
in Colossians 2:14-16?” 

“I do not recall right now just what 
that text is,” faltered’ Jack. Jack had had 
the course given in the Study and Service 
League and had thought that he was ready 
to hold a Bible reading with any one. But 
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this preacher was bringing up texts that 
were not in his manual, or at least Jack 
could not recall that they were there. 

“Now here is something that I challenge 
you or any of your preachers to try to ex- 
plain in the light of a seventh-day Sabbath. 
Listen. ‘Blotting out the handwriting of 
ordinances that was against us, which was 
contrary to us, and took it out of the way, 
nailing it to his cross; and having spoiled 
principalities and powers, he made a shew 
of them openly, triumphing over them in 
~ 

Jack could not remember ever having 
heard such words from the Bible in all his 
life. Yes, he had read the Bible through, 
got through by Thanksgiving one year. 
Could it be that he had never seen that be- 
fore, and that here was a text after all that 
showed that it was not necessary to keep 
the Ten Commandments? No, that could 
not be. Still Jack was puzzled. But his 
astonishment knew no bounds when he 
heard the next verse. 

“‘Let no man therefore judge you in 
meat,” here Mr. Rogers stopped and 
looked a hole through Jack; “‘or in drink, 
or in respect of an holyday, or of the new 
moon, or—of—the—sabbath days.’” Here 
the eyes of the preacher pierced right 
through Jack again. The ladies were wear- 
ing a “there you are” smile, and the man 
of the house had an “answer that” look on 
his face. 

“Doesn't that settle it for you, or are you 
too set in your own narrow views to accept 
the plain statement right from the Holy 
Word itself?” 

After a long pause it became absolutely 
necessary for Jack to say something. His 
neck had been in that strained position too 
long already. “Lady, may I have a drink of 
water, please?” Jack asked meekly. 

Jack had practiced answering questions 
in that Study and Service League class, all 
kinds of hard ones. But this opponent was 
not a make-believe. It was Jack’s first en- 
counter with a sure-enough preacher. After 
his thirst had been quenched, he bade them 
good day and departed. 

As soon as he could, he found a quiet 
spot in the woods and got out his little 
Bible and read and reread those texts again. 
He did not see why they had to be in the 
Bible at all. After he had fully made up his 
mind that he could not figure out their 
meaning, he decided to write to his father. 




















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Betty Shade, age 13. 621 Main Street, Reisters- 
town, Maryland, U.S.A. Roller skating, piano, baby- 
sitting, softball. 

Carol Chilson, age 11. 1916 South 15th Sheboy- 
gan, Wisconsin, U.S.A. Reading, piano. 

Beverley Pateman, age 16. 6 Allison Place, Shirley, 
Christchurch, New Zealand. Sports, collecting world 
pictures. 7 

Joan Bain, age 13. Route 2, Box 64B, Hancock 3, 
Maryland, U.S.A. Reading, sewing, cooking, organ, 
pets. 

John E. Perk, age 13. R. R. 1, Salmon Arm, British 
Columbia, Canada. Stamps. 

James Holmes, age 13. c/o R. C. Holmes, Route 4, 
Ringgold, Georgia, U.S.A. Marbles, books, stamps, 
post cards, playing ball. 

Belen Capabres, age 13. East Visayan Academy, 
Box 119, Cebu City, Philippine Islands. Piano, collect- 
ing toys and magazines. 

Lennox Silvanus Mohamed, age 14. 25 Lazzari 
Street, San Fernando, Trinidad, British West Indies. 
Piano, biking, collecting photos. 

Bonnie Everts, age 11. 104 Maple Avenue, Spring- 
ville, New York, U.S.A. Swimming, biking, hiking. 

Bobby Rhoads, age 10. 706 5th Street, South Kent, 
Washington, U.S.A. Stamps, sports. 

Kathleen Bramble, age 15. Perryville, Maryland, 
U.S.A. Stamps, piano. 

Phyllis Underwood, age 12. Route 2, Dowagiac, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Swimming, riding horses, roller 
skating, ice skating, piano, biking. 

Martha Underwood, age 11. Route 2, Dowagiac, 
Michigan, U.S.A. Swimming, reading, nature, piano, 
biking. 

Carol Ness, age 12. Route 3, Ferndale, Washington, 
U.S.A. Biking, roller skating. 

Mary Frances Bankston, age 12. General Delivery, 
Hammond, Louisiana, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, art, 
scrapbooks, baby sitting. 

Linda King, age 11. Lac La Hache, British Colum- 
bia, Canada. Swimming, sewing, flowers, ice skating, 
baby sitting, piano, reading, cooking, woodwork, 
sports, riding horses. 








He had great confidence in his father’s 
ability to explain the Bible, but he was 
sure this text would just about baffle him 
for once. 

Friday afternoon came. And there was_a 
letter from Mr. Armstrong saying that he 
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Bible Games 


FOR JUNIOR YOUTH 


BIBLE GROUPS also 
JOHN AND JUDAS GAME 


Here are two fascinating games in one, 
presenting an opportunity to learn 
some of the interesting facts about the 
Bible and yet find thoroughgoing pleas- 
ure. The same set of cards serves for 
two different games, both of which 
will help young people find pleasure 


in His holy day. BRICE, $1.00 
SPELLING GAME 


A game for Juniors to play with 
younger brothers and_ sisters—these 
thirty sets of twin cards will provide 
instruction and entertainment for very 
young children by making them fa- 
miliar_ with some common __ words 
through association of the words with 
the pictures that portray them. The 
first fifteen sets are for very young 
children, and the last fifteen sets are 
designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


This little eo consisting of 101 
nicely printed cards with accompany- 
ing instruction and answer book pro- 
motes interest in Bible facts. Some 
of the questions test the memory; some 
provoke thought. Profitable for Sab- 


bath hours. PRICE, $1.25 
BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 


A sea that lost its tongue, imported 
apes and acocks, twenty worthless 
towns—could you locate these refer- 
ences in the Bible? This attractively 
printed card game affords suitable 
Sabbath diversion in finding Bible 


place names. PRICE, $1.00 


BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible games 
that will afford many hours of ex- 
citing and instructional fun. Any num- 
ber up to twenty can play it, but the 
maximum pleasure comes when played 
by from four to eight players. It tests 
one’s knowledge of Bible characters 
and one’s agility in spelling their 
names. It uses an interesting forfeit 


system. 
PRICE, $1.50 
BIBLE CHARACTERS GAME 


Conducted according to the rules pro- 
vided, it furnishes stimulating rivalry 
in acquiring a wide knowledge of Bi- 
ble personalities and in what books of 
the Bible they may be found. Educa- 
tional and devotional emulation are 
provoked in the family circle or church 
group when played intelligently. 


PRICE, $1.25 
BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed 
to teach those who play it how to 
familiarize themselves with the relative 
= of the books of the Bible. 

evelops skill in turning quickly to 
any needed Bible text. Printed on 
durable enameled stock, it consists of 
cards, one for each book of the 


Bible. 

PRICE, $1.00 
Each game neatly boxed. Purchase a 
complete set of 7 games and save $1.00. 


Regular price, $7.75. Special combina- 
tion price, $6.75. 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 


REVIEW AND HERALD PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, TAKOMA PARK 12, D.C. 


ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 
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expected to arrive in Carthage Sunday after- 
noon about five o'clock. What news this was 
to the boys! That was about like hearing 
an announcement in school that a picnic 
was coming. The room was put in apple- 
pie order; enough food was laid in for six 
Mr. Armstrongs. 

As early as four-thirty the boys gathered 
on the sidewalk before their rooming place 
to watch for Mr. Armstrong’s car. When at 
last his Ford rattled around the corner, the 
boys were so delighted to see someone they 
knew they did not only shake hands with 
him, they shook him all over. 

While the other boys were getting the 
supper ready, Jack found his chance to say 
something to Mr. Armstrong. “Mr. Arm- 
strong, do you believe Colossians 2:14?” 

“Absolutely,” was the quick response. 

Jack knew he had him now. He was 
sure Mr. Armstrong did not know what 
that text said, and this was just a stock 
answer of his for every text that was in the 
Bible. “Well, turn to it and see what it 
says,” Jack continued. 

“Oh, I think I know what that text is,” 
Mr. Armstrong replied without the least 
sign of disturbance over the matter. “I had 
that text quoted to me before you were 
born. Some preacher has been talking to 
you, hasn’t he?” 

Wonder of wonders! Could it be that 
Mr. Armstrong was a prophet? How did 
he know who had been talking to him? 
Could it be that Mr. Armstrong could ex- 
plain that text without looking it up? It 
seemed that he was going to give the mean- 
ing without a moment’s study. 

“Jack, there are many people in this 
world who profess to know the Bible, but 
they do not allow themselves to read more 
than they want to see. That preacher of 
yours is like the man who was being tried 
for stealing. He tried to argue with the 
judge that he was just carrying out the Bible 
instruction that said, ‘Let him that stole 
steal.’ But this did not exactly satisfy the 
old judge. When he called for the Bible, 
he found that the thief had not finished 
the sentence at all. Ephesians 4:28 reads: 
‘Let him that stole steal mo more.’ Your 
preacher should have finished the sentence 
at least to get the correct meaning of the 
Bible. The rest of that sentence of his is 
in the next verse, which reads: “Which are 
a shadow of things to come; but the body 
is of Christ.’ 


“Now, Jack, the seventh-day Sabbath was 
never a shadow of anything, nor ever will 
be. It is a memorial day, a memorial of 
creation, a birthday of the world. The word 
‘sabbath’ means ‘rest.’ The sabbath days 
mentioned here in Colossians are rest days 
that were a shadow, or type, of things to 
come. The children of Israel had many 
rest days, meat offerings (the meat offer- 
ing, by the way, was flour and oil, not a 
bit of flesh about it), drink offerings, and 
new-moon celebrations, which were shad- 
ows, or types, of things to come. These 
all pointed forward to Christ. Now that 
Christ had come to this world and had 
paid the redemption price, it would be a 
lack of faith in Jesus to continue to use 
these symbols that pointed forward to a 
time when He should come. That is why 
Paul was so very anxious for the people to 
understand that they were not to use these 
shadows or types any more. He wanted 
them to understand that Christ had come, 
thus all these signs were needed no longer.” 

It was all so clear to Jack now that he 
could not understand why or how he had 
ever been confused before. There he had 
puzzled over that text for five days. He 
resolved to pay better attention in his Bible 
classes at the academy next term. Until 
that week he had been too confident of his 
own knowledge of the Bible and his ability 
to explain certain texts. 

Jack did not ask about that “under law” 
text right then. He thought he could 
straighten that all out by himself now. But 
after reading that again and again he could 
not make any “shadow” or “after Christ” 
out of that. At last he decided to ask 
Brother Armstrong about that text also. 

“Did you read the next verse to him?” 
Mr. Armstrong asked. 

“No, sir. What does it say?” 

“Get your Bible and read it.” 

Jack did so. “What then? Shall we sin, 
because we are not under the law, but 
under grace? God forbid.” 

“Your trouble, Jack, may be in not know- 
ing what ‘under grace’ is. Do you remem- 
ber the time I was visiting your father, 
and he took us out to the airport? You 
remember that he was so interested in tell- 
ing me about his first trip in an airplane 
that he ran through a red light?” 

“Yes, sir. When that motorcycle cop ran 
up by the side of our car and told Dad 
to pull over to the curb, I thought I had 
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lost a perfectly good father for a while. 
But that officer was very kind to let him 
off. Don’t you think so?” 

“That is just the point, Jack. He did not 
put us under the law, but under grace. 
The law said that a fine of twenty-five 
dollars must be paid. Your father had 
broken that law, therefore there were only 
two things that could happen to him. He 
would either have to meet the demands of 
the law that he had broken or be put 
under grace.” 

“Is that what ‘under grace’ means?” asked 
Jack. 

“Exactly that and nothing else. When 
we break God's law, the wages of that law 
is death. But ‘God so loved the world, that 
he gave his only begotten Son, that who- 
soever believeth in him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life.’ That is grace.” 

“Then every time I sin I am either un- 
der the law or under grace, am I?” asked 
Jack. 

“Correct you are. You may have been 
given grace several times before; but when 
you sin again, you are under the law that 
you broke and will remain under the con- 
demnation of that law until you ask for the 
pardoning grace of God. His grace is of- 
fered to all. It is to tell these poor people 
who do not know of this wonderful love 
of God that we are going from house to 
house with these books. I think it is a grand 
privilege to be in this wonderful work.” 

Jack was so glad to have that problem 
solved that he felt he could almost put his 
arms around Brother Armstrong and love 
him. And in the next few days Mr. Arm- 
strong showed Jack a few things that 
quickly made his canvassing much more 
successful. 


(Next week: “Jack Wins Out’) 


Vernon’s Timely Visit 
From page 3 


Holding the blossoms carefully, he 
started gaily on his mission. 

Four blocks later he turned the final 
corner and looked toward Mrs. Williams’ 
house, fully expecting to see it nestled 
peacefully as usual, inside its white picket 
fence. 

But what he saw struck him with horror. 
Ugly, dirty-colored smoke was billowing 


out of a back window! 
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“Mrs. Williams’ bedroom!” Vernon 
gasped. He dropped the flowers and raced 
to the front door. He rattled it, trying to 
open it, but in vain, for the door was 
locked fast. 

“Maybe the back door is open!” With 
instant decision he tore around the house 
to check the other door. If only the smoke 
and fire inside had not blocked the way! 
He could see the raging flames inside, lick- 
ing at the bedroom window. 

He tried the back door, but it was locked 
too. He knew there was an old-style lock 
on it, so he pushed against it hard with 
his shoulder. The lock gave with splinter- 
ing protest, and Vernon was inside the 
smoke-filled kitchen. The intense heat 
smote him sharply, and he raised an arm 
to protect his face. 

“Mrs. Williams! Mrs. Williams!” he 
cried frantically. There was no answer. How 
he hoped she was not in the flaming bed- 
room! He peered through the smoke and 
flames, but could see no sign of her there. 
He noticed that the fire seemed to be in 
that room only, and he remembered to 
shut the bedroom door to keep the flames 
from spreading. He passed the hall tele- 
phone and thought fleetingly of calling the 
fire department, but he had to find Mrs. 
Williams first! 

“Mrs. Williams! Mrs. Williams!” he 
called again, looking madly about until he 
saw her in the living room slumped in her 
wheel chair beside the front door. 

Vernon’s eyes were streaming from the 
effect of the smoke, and his throat was 
burning. He tried not to cough, and pulled 
out a handkerchief to cover his nose and 
mouth. He must not be overcome now! 

Mrs. Williams was so strangely still, 
and slumped into such a hopeless position, 
that Vernon did not stop to try to revive 
her. He unlocked the front door and 
wheeled her out to the porch, then eased 
the wheel chair down to the front walk. 
He pushed her as far from the burning 
house as possible, to where the air was 
fresher. 

“Mrs. Williams!” he said, trying to get 
her to answer him. Then she groaned and 
took a deep breath. Her head rose up and 
she smiled weakly at him. “Vernon—I’m 
—so glad—you—came!” 

From somewhere in the distance a siren 
and bell sounded, coming closer and closer. 
A neighbor came running into the yard, 
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shouting, “I turned in an alarm when I 
saw the smoke. Is Mrs. Williams a 


‘But the neighbor stopped speaking in- 
stantly, and bowed his head a moment in 
gratitude. He had seen Mrs. Williams with 
her hand resting on the shoulder of a young 
boy who was kneeling beside her wheel 
chair. Both of them had their eyes closed, 
and it looked as if they were saying a silent 
prayer of thanks for the timely arrival of 


boy who came to cheer up a lonely old 
dy. 





Betty Fills a Need 
From page 5 


ice to Others. He told of the great need the 
world over for men and women to take 
their place in the great program of God, 
and how each one should prepare himself 
to fill his place, no matter how small. It 
was a good talk. Betty listened to every 
word; he was so in earnest; he seemed to 
be talking to her, yet it was meant for the 
older folks. 


At the close he very tactfully asked Betty 
to choose a song. With but a moment's 
hesitation, Betty found one with simple 
chords in C that she could play. Then, 
after telling the number, she sat at the 
piano and began to play. Oh, how glad she 
was now that she had practiced her chords 
in C. But she needed so much more practice; 
she was a bit uncertain at times. 


On the way home Uncle Leroy told Betty 
how proud he had been to have a niece 
who could play. Betty confessed to him 
how she had said she didn’t care if she 
never learned to play. But now she was 
sorry she had said it, and she was going to 
put in all her spare time practicing scales, 
chords, and pieces. She was going to learn 
to play many, many hymns too. There 

ight be another need. And she was de- 


termined to be ready to fill that need in 
the service of the Lord. 


When her visit with Uncle Leroy and 
Aunty Vi was over, and Betty was home 
again, she smiled up at the little clock on 
the piano. It was ticking merrily, for this 
was the practice hour. Betty counted one- 
two-three, one-two-three, as she played her 
chords. 

And before she knew it, the hour was 
more than over, and still Betty was play- 
ing—softly, carefully. She was learning a 
new hymn. 

“There’s a place for me in His* service, 

There's a place even I can fill; 
Though humble it be 
There's a place for me, 

There’s a place even I can fill.” 





“Stonewall” Jackson’s Promise 
From page 9 


a Clarksburg stable. And Jackson trudged 
slowly and wearily, his feet ankle deep in 
mud, and the load on his back growing 
heavier and heavier with each painful step. 
The road wound for many a long mile. But 
Jackson managed to overtake the stage at 
last and boarded it at one of its stops. 

Several weeks later, his long and tedious 
journey ended, Tom Jackson arrived at West 
Point, and on July 1 he was admitted as a 
cadet. 

In the years that followed, the young boy 
who faithfully kept his promise to a friend, 
blossomed forth into glorious manhood. And 
his distinguished and courageous deeds in 
the service of his country marked him as 
one of America’s greatest heroes. 








COVER PICTURE by Eva Luoma. Story illus- 
trations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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[l—The Reception of Jesus 


TUDY OF THI 
SCHOOL LESSON 


aii 


Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(July 14) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Luke 2:8-18, 21- 
38; Matthew 2:1-23. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “And the angel 
said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to 
all people. For unto you is born this day in the 
city of David a Saviour, which is Christ the 
Lord” (Luke 2:10, 11). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 


Many different people heard of the birth of 
the tiny babe who was to be the Saviour of the 
world. How gladly all should have welcomed 
Him! But only a few gave Him the homage due 
to God’s Son and the world’s Redeemer. In our 
lesson this week we shall see how some who had 
faith and love rejoiced at Christ's birth, but how 
others, in whose hearts jealousy and pride 
reigned supreme, were fearful and angry. 


SUNDAY 


The Shepherds Hear of Christ’s Birth 


1. Find Luke 2:8-12. To whom was the first 
announcement of the Saviour’s birth given? 


2. Read verses 13 and 14. How did the host of 
angels that pee to the shepherds express 
their joy over the Saviour’s birth? 


3. Read verses 15-18. After hearing the joyful 
news, what did the shepherds do? 


NoTE.—"‘As the angels disappeared, the light 
faded away, and the shadows of night once more 
fell on the hills of Bethlehem. But the brightest 
picture ever beheld by human eyes remained in 
the memory of the shepherds. . . . Departing 
with great joy, they made known the things they 
—— and heard.”"—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 48. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 48, pars. 3-5. 


MONDAY 


The Dedication 
4. Find Luke 2:21. When the time came for 
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Mary’s Son to be named, what was He called? 


NOTE.—The giving of this name was in ac- 
cordance with the angel’s instruction when he 
had appeared to Joseph in Nazareth, saying, 
“Thou shalt call his name Jesus: for he shall 
save his people from their sins” (Matt. 1:21). 


5. Read verses 22, 24, first half. For what pur- 
pose did Joseph and Mary take Jesus to Jeru- 
salem when He was forty days old? 


6. Read verse 24, second half. What offering 
did the parents present? 


NoTE.—'‘As an offering for the mother, the 
law required a lamb of the first year for a burnt 
offering, and a young pigeon or a turtledove 
for a sin offering. But the law provided that if 
the parents were too poor to bring a lamb, a 
air of turtledoves or two young pigeons, one 
or a burnt offering, the other for a sin offering, 
might be accepted.’—The Desire of Ages, p. 50. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 50, pat. 3; p. 51. 


TUESDAY 


Witnesses of His Advent 


7. Find Luke 2:25-28. Who was in the Temple 
on the day of our Lord’s dedication and what did 
he do when the Holy Ghost told him that the 
young child in the priest’s arms was the Messiah 
he had long waited for? 


8. Read verses 29-32. In what words did he 
raise God for His salvation as he held the child 
in his arms. 


9. Read verses 36-38. What other person in the 
Temple recognized in the tiny baby the Messi 
of whom the prophets had spoken? 


NOTE.—'‘‘These humble worshipers had not 
studied the prophecies in vain. But those who 
held positions as rulers and priests in Israel, 
though they too had before them the precious 
utterances of prophecy, were not walking in the 
way of the Lord, and their eyes were not open 
to behold the Light of life."-—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 55. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 35. 











WEDNESDAY 
The Wise Men Visit Jesus 


10. Find Matthew 2:1, 2. The prophets had 
told that the Messiah was to be a light to the 
Gentiles as well as to the chosen people of Israel. 
Who came from the Gentile wert to pay homage 
to the young King and what guided them? 


NOTE.—"“The wise men from the East were 
philosophers. They belonged to a large and in- 
fluential class that included men of noble birth, 
and comprised much of the wealth and learning 
of their nation. .. . 


@ :: wise men had seen a mysterious light 
f 


the heavens upon that night when the glory 

God flooded the hills of Bethlehem. As the 
light faded, a luminous star appeared, and lin- 
gered in the sky. . . . That star was a distant 
company of shining angels."—The Desire of 
Ages, pp. 59, 60. 


11. Read verses 3-7. When Herod heard of the 
Wise Men’s mission, how was he affected and 
what inquiries did he make? 

12. Read verses 8-12. How did the Wise Men 
show their joy at finding Jesus? Why did they not 
return and tell Herod? 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
63, pars. 1, 2; p.’ 64, par. 1. 


THURSDAY 
Herod’s Plot 


13. Find Matthew 2:13-15. Soon after the visit 
of the Wise Men what warning and instruction 
came to Joseph? 
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NOTE.—"“Satan was bent on shutting out the 
divine light from the world, and he used his 
utmost cunning to destroy the Saviour. But He 
who never slumbers nor sleeps was watching 
over His beloved Son. . . . And through the 
gifts of the magi from a heathen country, the 
Lord supplied the means for the journey into 
Egypt and the sojourn in a land of strangers.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 65. 


14. Read verses 16-18. How did the heartless 
King Herod try to destroy the baby whom he re- 
garded as a rival to his throne? 


15. Read verses 19-23. When the danger was 
over, what instruction came to the refugee family 
in Egypt and where did they finally settle? 


FRIDAY 


WHAT KIND OF RECEPTION WAS GIVEN TO 
JESUS : 

by the shepherds? 

by Simeon? 

by Anna? 

by the priests and rulers in Israel? 

by the Wise Men from the East? 

by King Herod? 


What kind of reception do you give to Jesus 
and His appeals to you through the church on 
Sabbath, your teachers, and parents? 

Do you receive Him with 

trust? 

unbelief? 

anger? 

gratitude and love? 
coldness and indifference? 





When the shepherds heard that Jesus had come, how happy they were! When Jesus comes again, 
will you be ready to greet Him with joy, or will you be afraid as you meet Him in fear? 
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1. Poke had been playing dead again. As soon as 
the children were gone to the house he jumped up 
and trotted away into the night. Some biologists 
think opossums actyally faint from shock when they 
are “playing possum.” This may be true, but they 
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4. He wanted it to be nice and warm, since the 
colder weather was coming, and he got busy gather- 
ing bedding. Once again his tail was useful. It held 
the bundle of grass and dry leaves he picked up 
with his mouth. 5. With his load of bedding he 








usually pick a good time to come back to life. 2. The 
children were, of course, very disappointed to find 
that their opossum was not where they had left it. 
3. Poke hunted around for a good winter nest and 
found one, after much searching, in a hollow tree. 


still had all four feet free to climb up the tree 
to his nest. 6. The place he had chosen once be- 
longed to an owl, but Poke had different ideas of 
how it should be furnished. He filled it with a mass 
of bedding, in which he curled up snug and warm. 








7. The boy who had shaken Poke out of the tree 
and dragged him home could not forget how he got 
away, and determined to catch him again. He made 
a scent trail by dragging a dead hen through the 
woods. 8. When he came to a hole in a cut bank 
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near the creek, the boy set a trap in the entrance 
and put the chicken in the hole. 9. The opossum 
soon found the trail and eagerly followed it. He 
was not trap shy and thought of nothing but the 
food he hoped to find at the end of the trail. 





